T be mefl lamentable Tragcdie 

Ireaditinthe Grammer long ago?. 

Moore ! iuft, a vetiein Horace,* igbr,you haueit, 

Now what a thing it is tpbe an AfTe, 

Heercs no found ieft, the old man hath found their gilt* 
And fends the weapons wraptabout with lines, 

T hat wot!nd(beyond their feeIing)to the quick? 

But were our witty Enspreflevvell afoote. 

She would applaud Artdrenicus conceit, 

But Sctiierrcf; in her vnreil awhile. 

And now young Lords, waft not a happy ftarre, 

Led vs to Rome flrangft3 s and more then fo 
Captiues to be ad u a need to this height ? 

It did me goodbeforethePallaci gate, 

To.braue theTnbune in his brothers hearing. 

r Demet. Buc me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 

Balely infinuate, and fend vs gifts. 

Moore Had he not ; eafonLord D rme true s. 

Did you not vfchL daughter very friendly? 

Bowel . I would we had a thoufand RomaneDarrus 
At fuch absv, by tume to ferue our 1 uft. 

Chiron. A charitabifc wifh and full of loue. 

Moore, Hterc lacks but your motherfor to fay Amen, 
Q itron. And that would Hie fort wen tv thoufand more. 
Dtniet, Come let vs g-?e and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloued mother in her paines. 

Moore. Pray to the deoils, tbcgodshaue giuen vs ouer. 
Trumpets found. 

<Dcr», Why dotbe Emperors trumpets flour ifh thus? 
Chiron. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath a fc.nne. 

Bsme, Soft, who comes her re ? 

Enter Nurfe with el bleick* a M oore chi/de. 

Good morrow Lords, O tell me did you fee Aron the 

Aron. Well more or lefts, or r.ere a whit at all, (M° ore 

He ere 


efThitsAndronieui, 

. and what with 

H 55 re r oh gentle Aron, we are all vndone, 
vt Wine or woe betide thee euertnore. 

N 7» Why“ hat a caltetwalling doft ihou k«pe. 

A l \ 4 ,Lu wrap and fumble in thine armes? 

that whic P h I would hide from heauens eye, 
o!ir Efflpreffe fhame, and ftately Romes difgrace, 

? h U ; E |liuered Lords, fliebdelmered. 

1, Towhome? 

? i Wfa 5 Sen fhe is the DeuilsDam, a ioyfuUi^e, 

iTftAiV^^rmalLbhcke^ndforrowfulliflue, 

Heerc is thebabe as loathfome as a toad, 

s^sssssrsa-. 

Sweet blows, you ate a beautious bloflbme fur ♦ 

(T) em e t Villaine what haft thou done . 

Aron. That which thou canft not vndoe. 

Chiron. Thou haft vndone our mother. 

Am. Villaine, 1 haue done thy mother. 

Berne u An d therein hellifli dog thou baft vndone, 
Woe to herchance.and darobd her loathsdchoy ce, 
Accurft the offpring of fo foule a fiend. 

Chiron. It (ball not line. 

Aron. Itihall not die. 

Nttrfe. Aron it mull, the mother wils it to. 

Aron. What muft it Nurfe ? then let nothin but I, 

Doe execution on mv flefa and olood, 

~ - ti i ^ /-vn mv 


^Si 

' ' i 1 


Doe execution on mv rleih ana D^oaa, 

Bern, lie broach the tadpole on my Rapiers pomt, 
Nuife giue it fwo*d £hah ioone.dilpaK * 
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